INCREDIBLE     CARNEGIE
breakers for non-existent employment for this Satur-
day.
Berkman watched Frick as he returned from lunch-
eon. He would have found the Carnegie official alone if
he had entered at once. But Berkman's nerves were
playing him tricks. His jumpiness held him back until
two o'clock when Vice Chairman John G. A. Leishman
had begun a conference with Frick. Finally, steeling
himself for his task, Berkman rushed up the single flight
of stairs to Prick's office, brushed past the boy at the
outer gate, and entered the room. Frick was rising from
his chair when Berkman, without a word, began firing.
The first bullet tore through the lobe of Prick's left
ear, passed through the neck near the base of the skull
and down between the shoulders. A second shot caught
the staggering Frick in the right side of the neck. A
third bullet found no mark, for Leishman struck up
Berkman's arm. Frick struggled to his feet. He and
Leishman wrestled Berkman to the floor.
The assailant managed to draw a dagger he had fash-
ioned from a file. Stabbing again and again, he inflicted
cruel wounds upon Prick's hip, right side and left leg.
Attracted by the uproar, clerks rushed in. They
found Frick feebly striking at Berkman. The anarchist
was overpowered. The office filled with excited men.
One drew a revolver and sought to get a clear shot at
Berkman.
"Don't shoot,** called Frick, who had managed to
crawl back to his desk. "Leave him to the law. But raise
his head and let me see his face."
Berkman seemed to be chewing something. Frick no-
ticed it and pointed. Berkman's mouth was pried open.
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